IL 

Bleffed be God, that at the font 
My fponfors bound me to the call 
Of Chrift, in England, to confront 

The world, the flefh, the fiend and all. 

III. 

And yet I will my thoughts fupprefs, 

And keep my tongue from cenfure clear 
The Jew, the Turk, the Heathen blefs, 
And hold the plough and perfevere. 

IV. 

There’s God in ev’ry man moft fure, 

And ev’ry foul’s to Chrift allied : 

If fears dejed, if hopes allure, 

If Jefus wept, and pray’d and died. 



? “T" I S thus the holy Scripture ends, 

^ “ Whoever loves or makes a lie, 


^ On heav’n’s felicity depends 

“ In vain, for he fhall furely die.” 
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